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judicious. And surely the idealist is the same as
in the other excerpts.

And for a final reference: this mystic note,
this appeal to a test that is not of the workaday
world, sounds through the words of the weak and
erring artist, Dubedat, when he comes to die: the
scene in " The Doctor's Dilemma," where this
takes place being almost if not quite the most re-
markable single scene in all Shaw's plays:

" I know that in an accidental sort of way,
struggling through the unreal part of life, I
haven't always been able to live up to my ideal.
But in my own real world I have never done any-
thing wrong, never denied my faith, never been
untrue to myself. I've been threatened and
blackmailed and insulted and starved. But, I've
played the game. I've fought the good fight.
And now it's all over there's an indescribable
peace. I believe in Michael Angelo, Velasquez,
and Rembrandt; in the might of design, the mys-
tery of color, the redemption of all things by
Beauty everlasting, and the message of art that
has made these hands blessed. Amen. Amen."

I should suppose that no member of the great
confederated band of artists could find it easy toter
